CHAPTER   TWENTY.T THREE
am I moved to delight by the contemplation of walrus
moustaches, which are still to be observed in large
quantities parading the streets of Leeds, I find no
sort of satisfaction in sitting in the parlour car of a
Pullman train, asphyxiated by the heat, but neither do
I count it among the keener pleasures of life to freeze
to death in an English railway carriage. In a wordj
my friends, it is a very imperfect world, and its im-
perfections are not bounded by geography, nor by
climate, nor by race. A platitude, but my own,